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" And now," said she the moment he was gone,
" what do you think of that boy ? Is he O.K. ? "

From the eagerness with which this was asked
it was clear that the centre of gravity of Susie's
existence lay in the question and that there was
another reason besides " time-thinking " for her
new " attitude towards life."

" Elmer," I replied, " is a boy after my own
heart. But what a pity you can't bring all the
others and line them up before me like a rogues'
gallery."

" Too many of them," laughed Susie, " they'd
make a line two blocks long."

*4 Susie," I said, " if I were Elmer's age, can
you guess where I should be ? "

I think she guessed the answer, but she pre-
tended not to and said, " I can't think." My
notes run on:

L.P J. " Well, I should be somewhere in that
line two blocks long."

Susie. " You don't mean that I'm good
enough for you ! "

LJP J. " You're good enough for any man,
Susie, and much too good for most."

Susie. " Then I must be good enough for
Elmer. Now, honest-to-God, do you think I am ?
No kidding. That's the point. My, if you only
knew how I've worried over it! "

L.PJ. " You expect me to answer that, when
I've only known you for an hour and Elmer, for
less than half one ? "